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From the Editor: 


Once again it is time to bring our academic year to a close. I am pleas- 
ed to say you have made this final edition of Ex Umbra a smashing success. 
This is the largest issue produced in the magazine’s history, and I would like 
to extend my deepest gratitude to all those who have taken time out and 
supported us throughout 1981-82. 

Our title, Ex Umbra, which means ‘out of the shadows,’ and our 
motto this year, ‘here to stay,’ should remind you of our struggles to come 
out of the shadows. Now we are here to stay. 

So let us not forget our university, all that our ancestors fought for, all 
that we're fighting for today, and all that our descendants will keep fighting 
for. Now is the time—as it has always been. WE ARE NOW. Let’s keep 
the ‘SPIRIT of the EAGLE’ soaring. N.C.C.U. is EX UMBRA and ‘‘EX 
UMBRA is HERE TO STAY.’’ I LOVE IT and I LOVE YOU. 


Sincerely, 
Darryl E. Hylton 
Editor-in-Chief 


Ex Umbra Literary Magazine 
Apri! 1982 


This publication neither practices nor condones discrimination in any 
form, against students, employees, subscribers, advertisers, or applicants on 
the basis of race, color, national origin, religion, sex, age, or handicaps. 
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Quote 


Enjoy the simple things of life, but be not 
‘simple yourself! ! 


Brenda D. Fredlaw 


Dedicated to Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. 


There once was a leader 
who said it all; 

‘I’m black, I’m proud, 
and I’ll free you all.”’ 
And this promise he sure 
did keep; there was no 
man he could not beat. 
He never oncé raised his 
hand to strike. For he 
knew that would indeed 
go against the fight. 
Courageous, brave, and 
non-violent, arrested, 
threatened but was 

not silent, he preached 


the gospel of love and peace. 
As he marched for freedom, 
he gave his speech: ‘‘I’m proud 


to be living and I’m proud 


to be black; I’m proud 
to be born again and 


that’s a fact. This talk 


about segregation all must 


end. I want intergration 


to be the new trend. I don’t 


want my people sitting 
in back. Even though 
they are black. I have a 
dream, that all will 

know sweet freedom’s 
way. And every man 
can live in peace, not 
fearing every day. Every 


Leader 
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child, Black or White, 
whatever race they may 
be, will share the bounties 
of the earth and every 
man be free.’’ His fight 
for freedom was not 
done; there was much 
yet to overcome. When 
sniper’s fire cut him 
down, a cloud of despair 
engulfed the town. Its 
sad that he isn’t alive 
today, to see-that people 
still follow his way. 


Look Ahead 
Cynthia D. Reeves 


Look ahead to the future; forget the past. 

' Look ahead to the future; make it last. 

Look ahead to the future; strive for the best. 

Look ahead to the future; forget the rest. 

Look ahead to the future; make your life worthwhile. 

Look ahead to the future; because you are no longer a child. 
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As You Left 
Sheila Goins 


As you walked away, 
I didn’t know what to say, 
But I knew in my heart, 
You wouldn’t be away to stay. 


I love you very much, 

Because of that one special touch, 
Deep within my heart, 

That has been placed there by you. 


You keep me warm with your tender hold, 
You are a person who understands me, 
Whatever it may be. 


You tell me not to hide, 
With my feelings inside. 


The world will never know, 
The part of me that won’t let you go. 


You are one of a kind, 
And that my friend, 


Is why I wish you were mine. 
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Will You? 


She 

asked me a question tonight 
that stuck insided my head, 
put my mind in a very 
wanderous state, 

once 

I lay down 

to go to bed, 

the question was 

Will you? 

but will I what 

how do I respond 

to this, 

depending upon 

what was asked of me, 
was it right to say 
Piplms,..tosay Yes! ..... 
Will you be my friend? 


~ Will you take care of me, 


help me to see the true you; 
consider my side of the story 
even if it differs from yours? 
When she is in trouble 
When she is distressed 

Will I comfort her?; 

is why she asked me 

Will you? Will 1? Yes!! 
But 

lady will you ever realize 
the story written so plainly 
within my eyes, 

look deeply 

Youll find 

I CARE!!! 


William T. Eddleman II 


The Agony of Love 


I was once content and so carefree. 
Nothing in the world seemed to bother me. 


Then came a burning passion deep inside of me. 


It was love. . 


I felt depressed and in despair. 
I loved one who really didn’t care. 


I ran for cover here and there. 
But I couldn’t find peace anywhere 


Now time has passed and my heart is free. 
The passion of love stopped hurting me. 


Now I am alone and so carefree. 
Maybe the love was not meant to be. 
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: Grow Tall 
Kim D. Ellis 

| I can make it if my dreams would only 

come true. 
I’m reaching to find my clue. 

True self-esteem comes about patiently 

So I wait for my hopes to come to 

reality. 

I want to feel internally secured within 

my mind. 
Holding onto my beliefs, hopes, and dreams, 
I seek to reign. 

My heart’s filled with anxiety 

Wanting to possess the character that’s 
really me. 

Look into your heart 
Keep that self-doubt apart. 
keep joy separate from fears 

whenever that time for unhappiness appears. 
When the leaves of life began to fall, 

Plant your seeds again and you'll grow tall. 
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Coming Out 
Michael Lee King 


. . .Danny Peters had made the phone call, and Shirley had told him what 
she thought was about to go down. I gave him the facts about the situation 
and let him know that I could handle it. He didn’t believe me so he round- 
ed up two other frat’ brothers and along with a .357 magnum, they came 
over. 

When they pulled up, Letha and Billy were standing near Billy’s car, 
so they came in the house. It was pleasing to know that they cared, but I 
let them know that the gun wasn’t necessary. 

We talked and joked about the situation for a while and they left. 

Billy had already split the scene before they came back outside. 

I found out a day later that Shirley had came back and had given Letha 
a ride home. And through my limited observation of her, [ saw that Letha 
had acquired a big knot on the left side of her face. 

I didn’t get to see much of Letha after that night, because she moved 
to Washington, D.C. 
But at least I helped her to‘'Come Out’ of her entrapment . . . 
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Sometimes When We Love 


Sometimes when we love, 

We have to do things we’d never ordinarily do; 
We have to bend with the wind, 

Overcome pride to make amends. 

For love without compromise 

Won't be love for long. 

Sometimes when we love, 

We have to confide in our loved one; 

Never conceal, 

But reveal what we feel. 

For although it is said that actions speak loudly, 
Making love is more silent than saying, 

‘‘T need you,’’ 
‘“‘T want you,’ 
‘‘Please stand by me.’ 
Sometimes when we love, 

We have to feel pain; 

Have to moan, have to cry, 

Hearts do bleed, but they don’t die. 

For just when it seems like the end, 

It’s only the beginning. 

We learn from each burn. 

Sometimes when we love, 

We have to let it go; 

Worn from the test when we’ve done our best, 
An untiring love—laid to rest. 


, 


, 


Lynn Hancock 


10 


A Complex Problem. 


Why do I suffer so? 


Is that because I’m a fool? 


Am I a fool because I care for you? 
Why do I trust for you? 

There’s no simple answer, 

I just care. 


Am | a fool because I trust you 

Why do I trust you? 

Could it be that I trust those 

I deeply care about? 

Oh well, still there’s no simple answer, 


Why do I suffer so? 

Is it because I care for you? 

Is it because I trust you? 

Is it,is it because I’m a fool. . . 
In love with you? 


. . . loving you causes me so much heartache! 
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The Gift 


I received a gift the other day; 

The best I’ve ever had. 

But when I think how few there are; 
It makes me rather sad. 


Not money, gold or silver; 
This treasure you'll never see; 
Of all the things I’ve valued; 


This means the most to me. 


I think of all the gifts; 
That there have ever been; 
The greatest gift of all; 


Is to receive a true, good friend. 
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Delton Eatmon 
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Directed at Winter 


Once Spring 
Meets Fall, 

head on 
And Summer is created by Homemade 
Jellies and Jams 
Connected by 
Nevertheless Doublebeats of Simplicity 
Which is the mixture of conflicting and 
complexed moods 
And Me in August with a fading desire 


and taste for watermelon 
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Give Me A Chance 
William T. Eddleman II 


Give me a chance 

to fulfill which ever part 

of your fantasies | may, 

to share a secret with a friend 
willing to keep it if they may, 
at least once in life 

to know love that is giving before demanding, 
to sing a spiritual song 

in a church where it will 

be heard by at least a group 
as one, 

and 

to love and help people 

as I go from day to day; 
Give me a chance 

to show you love 

stored in my lovely heart 

for twenty-one years, 

begging and crying to be 

_ heard when it seemed 

no other heart had ears, 

to live a good life 

so that when I die, 

| at least one child will say, 

He was alright 

He did some good things 

I’d like to be like he was one day 


GOD 
_ Give me a chance to BE ME. 
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Wake Up Children 


Wake up children, hold up your heads 
Let’s get an early start 

We’ll show the world we mean business 
And let them know we’re smart. 


We are the future, without a doubt 
The leaders of tomorrow. 
We have to make a brighter day 


And put an end to all this sorrow. 


We’re the one’s they are counting on 
To put the rainbow in the sky 
It will be hard, but we are strong 


So let’s keep our head held high. 


Wake up children, we must start now. 
The world awaits it’s fate 

We have to make a better world 
Before it’s all too late. 
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Writing: A Communicating Valve 
Winston L. Majette 


sad 

happy 

loving 

hateful 

Descriptive words used everyday in 
writing. 

At least I do. 

I have to. 

What else can I do? 

I need, I want, I get 

to write 

I have to. 

My commitment to keep writing is a 
matriage vow, _ 

I promise . . .’til death do us part! 
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Where Am I? 


I am sitting in total darkness. 

There appears a light from far ahead, 

An image of a head peers at me from the light. 

The image of the face expresses the emotion of being 
in horrible fright. 

There is a scream! 

I feel hands grasp and tug at me. 

I know not whom or what has begun to tear away my 
clothing. 

I break loose. I fight my way to the door. 
I push my way outside; 

I have escaped. I need not fear anymore. 

There is no need to feel solemn or discouraged. 

That was the end of the movie anyway. 


Ex Umbra 


James H. Bond, III 


here to stay”’ 


Live yo’ life gul 


Come on Eleanor 

Get something on yo’ mind, 
| Justa little phase 

Yo’ going through. 


_ Say Eleanor, 

| Said you were strong 
Said you could deal 
With the world. 


Hey girl what’s wrong? 
Said you wouldn’t let 
| No little thing get yo’down. 


Pull out of it girl 

Gots’a be strong, 

Yo’ gotta control yo’ mind 
No let yo mind control you. 


Gots’a know for yourself 
That you gonna make it 
In this ol’ world. 


Come on Eleanor, smile 


Don’t let yo’self down. 
Yo gonna make it! Remember? 


ty, 


Brenda Baldwin 
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Love Conquers All 
Tina Marie Hall 


When I saw you in my dreams 
never did | suspect to 

see you in my life 

now it’s very hard to suppress my thoughts 
and all the pressing pain 

All I want is to have you near 

so my heart can be content 

but you’re so far 

and out of reach 

that my arms are just too short 
Now my heart is burdened down 
with a thing called love 

time goes on and my heart 

will mend just to be broken again. 
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Oh Girl 


Oh girl, Oh girl you facinate me with that 
radiant smile that you have. 

Oh my, oh my, those big brown eyes and those 
dimples when you slightly laugh. 

I think of you often while sitting alone, with 
my mind all out into space. 

Of when and where we could get together 

to change the time from a waste. 

If you understand my thoughts and comprehend 
my dreams, then please let me know my dear. 
Then I would be there with you enjoying 

life’s pleasure instead of just sitting here. 
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Odell Williamson, Jr. 
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Not to Be Mistaken 


There is one thing that can 

be said best. 

It does not matter how far 

west. 

Laughter, tears, and pain are 

only minor, to the one language 

that reaches the height of recognition. 
No matter of the race, creed to mention. 
We can understand each other, 

no matter our color. 

Open your ears to what is said. 

I speak the language of love, 

right from the head! 
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Open Your Eyes! 
William T. Eddleman II 


Open your eyes Black people, 

for we face a job market 

where we are the last hired, 

first fired, and our competency 

is often measured by our skin pigment, 
complexion or a mirror’s reflection 

of our past financial standing in 

a society of pale faces from the 

Whitehouse to the white man. 

Open your eyes 

because from 1776 to the 1980’s we’ve 
struggled for our lives as well as simple identification through 
voter registration and the struggle 

continues, though we no longer 

stress togetherness but silent or 

individual | passiveness on college 

campuses and throughout our own communities. 
Open your eyes ‘Eagle’ students, 

for within us lies not only the hope of a school, 
not only the hope of a nation, 

but the hope for a race of people 

whose past has survived the kidnapping, 
beating, and scorning of racism in the 

society from within which it was most prevelent. 
Open your eyes 

for we are rapidly approaching 

lifes crossroads, a choice 

between good and bad 

but what is so very sad 

is that our drug distorted 

vision leaves us stammered at 

a PPPPPPorky PPPPPig syllable 

while the white man progresses. 

Don’t get caught with your guards down. 
OPEN YOUR EYES!!!!! 
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People, We’re Killing Babies! 


She said she had to do it, 

That it was all a big mistake 

To get in that condition 

Was something she couldn’t take. 


I’ve never understood it, 

How could we be so cold? 

To take the life of one so small 
Where they cannot grow old. 


Still some insist it’s better 
To take away their lives, 
But who gave us the power 
To decide who lives or dies? 


Ex Umbra 


John O. Thomas 


“*... here to stay”’ rips} 


Category of a Mind 
Stephen D. Glaspie 


I'll lay patient, destined for shut eyes 
Hoping that day will bring night 
or vice-versa 
Like actions replayed, 
Like mental reservation; 
A rich, restless ocean 
like absorbing 
like categorizing 
like strengthning by an ego that’s 
flowing from categorization. 
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Me 


There’s so much I want to tell you about me 
but you might not understand. 

No one needs to tell you that I was 
born a woman and you a man. 
There’s so much I want to tell you 
about me, but would you really listen? 
My childhood, adolescence, and other 
events I would mention. 

There’s so much I want to tell you 
about me, but should I dare? 

Maybe one day I’ll tell you when 

I discover you truly care. 
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Black 
Beverly Watts 


Black, 

What does it mean? 

Is it just a color 

or is it a scheme. 

Is it something to brag about? 
all over town? 

Or is it just a color 

Next to brown? 

No, Black is you 

Black is me 

Black is as beautiful as can be 
It’s a man 

It’s a woman 

It’s a child 

It’s a boy 

Being Black 


Is a real joy. 
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So Many Maybe’s 


What will the world be like when I grow up? 
Will it be full of crime and hostility? 
or maybe shame and misery, 
or maybe dirty and filthy, 
or maybe pleasant and pretty, 
or maybe rough and gritty, 
or maybe peace and haromony 
Or maybe all of these things 
Or maybe I won’t grow up 
Or maybe | will . . . don’t know 
Maybe. 
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Past Tense and Pretense 
Rhonda M. McLaurin 


I had friends, 
but they’re gone 
Just like the funds. 


I had love, 
but it’s gone 


Just like yesterday. 


I had pride, 
but it’s gone 
Just like ‘‘me’’! 
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Life Goes On 
Alicia Ellis 


I want you back 
But life goes on. 
There will never be another like you. 
I will never feel, for another, like I 
felt for you, but 
I shall go on with my plans 
to achieve my goals, and to be happy 


to acheive success, and to be me. 


I wonder if there will ever be another 
to take your place. 
Yes, there will probably be others but will 


there ever be one to make me forget. 


Will I always have my dreams about you, 
Will I always fantasize about you 
That maybe one day you'll be back. 


I want you back and until I forget, 
I think that my thoughts, 
my hopes, and 
my dreams 
will remain. 
I want you back 
But life still goes on. 
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Marian C. 
Dedicated to Mrs. Marian Covington 
Sheila Goins 


Marian C, 
She means so much to me. 
She’s like my mom away from home, 


She has the ability to make me feel I belong. 


She has a heart of gold, 
She’s a sight for the eye to behold. 
Her laughter, and her wonderful smile 
has made this year for me. 
She’ll always remain in my heart 
till eternity. 


To know her is to love her, 

In your own special way. 

If you were to meet her today, 

I’m quite sure you'll end up feeling 
the same exact way. 
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I’m My Own Man 
(The Story of the Himit) 
Darryl E. Hylton 


Once there was a man who was very mean, self—centered, and 
didn’t like anyone or anything. He would just go around town yelling over 
and over, morning, noon and night, ‘‘Leave me alone! I don’t need you! ! 
Do I look handicapped?!! Out of my way!!! I can do anything I want!!!! 

I’m my own man!!!! 

Male, female, young and old would be very terrified of him. Even 
the animals were frightened of this man who repeatedly shouted, ‘‘Leave 
me alone! I don’t need you!! Do I look handicapped?!! Out of my 
way!!! I can do anything I want!!!! I’m my own man!!!!’’ 

Well, the towns people finally got fed up with this and decided to do 
something about it. So one night while the man was sleeping, all the peo- 
ple and the animals took everything and left. 

The next morning the man woke up and immediatly began yelling, 
‘‘Leave me alone! I don’t need your help!! Do I look handicapped?! ! 
Out of my way!!! I can do anything I want!!!! I’m my own man!!!!”’ 

As the man went outside screaming to the top of his lungs, he look- 
ed around and saw that the town had packed up and took everything with 
them. He ran around town frantically looking for someone to yell 
at. But to his dismay he only found a note that read: 


Dear Sir, 

We will leave you alone. You 
don’t need us. We'll get out of 
your way. You can do anything you 
want. You are now your own man. 


P.S. You do look handicapped! 


Well, the man became so sad he lost his voice and ended up living a 
lonely life and became a himit. 


I guess you can figure out the moral of this story. So don’t you go 
boasting about how you are your own man or you'll be your own man like 
the himit too. A lonely man. 

Unless you’re a woman. Then you would be a hermit. 
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In The Gray Box 
Juliette Peoples 


In the box there is a boy. 

His mother, brothers and sister cry 

because they won’t see him anymore. 

Oh they cry, 

they cry harder than the rain. 

Death, peaceful death causes so much pain. 
All the beautiful flowers 

will wilt away, 

yet the sadness and sorrow will always stay. 
We yell, we scream, we get sick and cry, 
but God the almighty God 

will help us get by. 

We keep on praying 

for he is now at rest, 

our hearts ache for him, 

believe me God knows best. 


BZ 


Await 


Dawn—long restrained 

By the gloomy darkness of night 
Awaits to unfold its glow 

The radiance of a new day 


When the storm subsides 
And the blanket of fog lifts 
And the mist fades 


When winter’s bleakness retreats 

And the beauty of spring abounds once more 
As did many a long year ago 

On soil of fatherland 


Cross vast ocean mile 


So shall the children arise 
In hope and in harmony 
In courage and in love 


No longer shall they reminisce on the night 
On cold winter’s past 

For tears or storm 

But for inspiration 

Together 

For an everlasting spring 


Ex Umbra 


SWT 


... here to stay’’ 33 


I’m Black 
Bonita A. McZorn 


I’m Black 
proud black. 


I exist from my thoughts and shadows, therfore I am. 


I’m Black 
thankful black. 
My ancestors struggled and fought for me to be free. 


I’m Black 


a colored girl who'll never consider suicide when the rainbow isn’t enough. 


I’m Black 

struggling black. 

Working and praying that our voting rights will be reinstated come that sun- 
ny day. 


I remember 

standing up to eat at a counter when stools were empty. Mama told me to 
pay attention to what I said or did, because we were lucky to get our orders 
taken. My mind drew lines of confusion when I tryed to figure out why. It 
didn’t take long to see that my skin was black and so were about ten others 
who stood around us. One day I chose to sit down, my feet hurt from 
walking up and downtown. A strong arm quickly snatched me off from the 
seat where my legs dangled high from the ground. Eyes peered from every 
direction, yet no one said not a word. We quickly left. I grew older and 
began to read about Malcolmn and Martin. They were blacks who struggled 
and marched that we would overcome. I chanted those words not knowing 
their full meaning, yet feeling discontent.That feeling is no longer here to- 
day, but every once in a while it churns deep inside. I’ve learned to avoid 
conflict and confrontation and to deal with fact. I concur with the words of 
section I, of the XIV amendment. 


I’m still black 


and will be until I depart from the world . I will strive for academic ex- 
cellence, and commit myself to loyalty within myy race while reconizing the 
reality of God. I can sit down at any counter to eat and not wonder who’s 
looking at me, for if someone does the first thing they’ll see is that 


Black. 


I’m 
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Daydreaming Student 


I come in. 

I sit down. 

Put down my books. 
And look around. 
Prospects look good. 
The girls are nice. 

I winked at a girl. 

Her eyes blink twice. 
Check out the class. 
What’s on their minds? 
By being in here 

What are they trying to find? 
Well so much for that. 
It’s another workday. 
Just another class. 

Just another ‘‘A’’. 
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My Reward 
Odell Williamson, Jr. 


Another moment that the thought of you is still 
within my heart 


| I visualize us together in perfect harmony 


although we are far apart. 
By being apart though, it makes me realize 


_ that we are really together in mind. 


The time spent apart brings to my conscious a 
reflection of your love of many kinds 

Your gratifying smile, your thoughtful personality, 
And oh my, I could go on for days 

You make me so happy with the pleasure that 

you bring that I want to love you in so many ways. 
But tomorrow will be different I will be 

there with you and together we'll share love stored. 
Now, I believe the old saying ‘‘good things come to those who wait,’’ 
because to me 

you are my reward. 
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Excuses 


Brenda Allen 


Still another dream, 

Another hope shattered like a crystal glass 
When thrown upon the floor. 
But, again I sit here 
faithfully, 

Knowing you'll come 
Tonight; 

Unlike all the other nights 
When you'd only said you 
Would. 

You’re just a little late. 
Anyone can get held up. 
You'll be here tonight, 

I just know you will. 

The later it gets, 

The harder it is to believe 

I won’t see you. 

I go to bed tonight 

Knowing that tomorrow 
You'll come. 
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My Life Story 
Brenda Allen 

Searching — 
But never being found. 
Understanding— 
But never being understood. 
Loving— 
But never being loved. 
Crying— 
But never being attended to. 
Laughing — 
But only being laughed at. 
Seeking — 
But never being sought. 
Listening — 
But never being listened to. 
Peaceful— 
But never finding tranquility. 
Free— 
But never set from bondage. 
Helpful— 
But never offered help. 
Thoughtful— 


But never being thought of. 
In actuality, I’m alone. 


And that’s my life story. 
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The Black Man’s Cry 
SherVonne Bell 


I am black, is this such a 
great crime? 
Why am I, the negro discrime 
hated upon too much of the time? 


The color of my skin is dark, 
we both can see. 
But does your lightness 
make you better than me? 


Or are you too prejudice that 
you become blind, 
To see all the degrees of 
a black man’s mind? 


I, too, can be talented, 
courageous and strong. 
My struggle for freedom 


has taken too long. 


It’s time to unite—all blacks 
take a stand 
All working together brothers 


and sisters, black woman—black man. 
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Abandoning Ship 
BDF 


Remember that night you made my heart rejoice? 
I thought it was not only mine, but also your choice 


The promises and commitments we made to one another 
Seem to have all disappeared, you seem to have drawn cold 
. . . you rather not bother 


I really don’t appreciate you playing with my emotions 
My heart was ready to issue you companionship and true devotion 


But | remembered that you said you didn’t want a real relationship 
I thought I could cope, but now I sometimes feel like. . . abandoning ship 


I can’t take the type of relationship you are offering me 


So I’m going to break away 
. . . you are totally free. 
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From The Garden Of Eden 
Sandra Staton 


Hey ladies, lend me your ear 
Pull up a chair, grab a seat 
I have something that I think you must hear. 


Have you ever been in love 

Or at least it seemed that way 

To a guy that was sweet as a dove 

And his love so beautiful that you would never give it away? 


Well . . . wake up and come out of that dream 
Because that love may not be as sweet as it seems. 


You were made promises that were oh so sweet 
Given beautiful gifts that swept you off your feet. 


There was no other guy that could ever take HIS place 
No other person ever had such a sweeter face. 


You would climb the highest mountains 
and swim the deepest sea 
To keep the love that you knew was meant to be. 


Listen up ladies I want you to know 
That this is what you will encounter wherever you go. 


Don’t be infatuated or be mislead 
To let yourself be tormented to believe 
what he has placed in your head. 


If you are any kind of woman at all 
You won’t let a nice man be your downfall. 


Oh yes, it is true that he loves no one but you 
But where does he spend those other hours 
when he is finished loving you. 


Just be careful and watch your step. 


You can’t judge a book by it’s cover 
or a man who is a dynamite lover. 


I have experienced every trick of the trade 
and can recite every promise to me that was ever made. 
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To My Mother 


Delton Eatmon 


In a world full of hatred and strife; 

Who will I love for the rest of my life? 
Who showed me light when I could not see? 
Who took my hand and guided me? 

Who wiped the tears from my face, 

And gave me a smile to take their place. 
Who held me close when I was cold, 

Taught me to think, be brave and bold. 
Who is this person who is like no other? 
God’s gift to me, my beloved mother. 
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Present, Past. Future 


To make today 
Takes more than love 
To make today 


Takes more than caring. 


To remember yesterday 
Takes more than memories, 
To remember yesterday 
Takes more than thoughts. 


To look forward to tomorrow 
Takes more than hope, 
To look forward to tomorrow 
Takes more than faith. 


Ere to make today 

more than yesterday 

And better than tomorrow, 
Renew your trust 


In God above. 
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Brenda Baldwin 
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Oh no we don’t have the same characteristics 
and see life as being the same 

But I never got my heart broken and 

had to hold my head down in shame. 


Don’t go making a fool of yourself 

because you felt it was right 

Don’t be so submissive, if he really 

wants you he would put up a hell of a fight. 


Sit back and relax, take your time 
That day will come when your wedding bells will chime. 


Good things come to those with patience. 


So ladies my advice to you 

All employees choose from the best interview 

Be descrete, don’t take a chance 

you will know when it is time for your true romance. 


I learned my lesson and learned it well 
I am on my way to much brighter days 
Instead of a narrow path leading to misery and hell. 


A Lovers Death 
BDF 


Didn’t think anyone would do this to me. 
| was infatuated by You.. . 
YOU of all people, I was; 
blinded by your stare; 
melted by your smile; 
crippled by your touch 
Then died when you made love to me. 
One good thing became of my death. 
I’m in HEAVEN! 
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How Many Times 


How many times 

have I met a new girl 

who was beautiful in her own right, 
a gentle and loving person, 

a virtuous and tender rose 
incapable of hurting a flea, 

and yet 

the smallest flea is able 

to inflict great pain upon 

a defenseless heart. 

Who can be trusted 

with my love? 

When will I be made 

a sincere offer, 

how far should I go 

in defense of my battered feelings; 
I’ve travelled the roads 

on and out of relationships 

with reckless abandon. 

WHY MUST I LEARN TO LOVE, 
when sincerity in love is so 
limitless, enlightening, encouraging, 
beautiful and uplifting, 

and yet my heart lay sheltered 
from the possibility 

that the beautiful rose 

is in disguise as a Venus-flytrap 
waiting to lure a heart’s unsuspecting 
gullibilities within its petals, 

for the sole purpose of 
squeezing and torturing 

every feeling within it, 

to a morsal of worthless dust. 
How many times 

have I thought 

this girl was really 

meant for me, 

that together we could 

find ecstasy. 

I have been wrong 

Just 

How Many Times!!! 
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William T. Eddleman II 
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A Soapless Letter to Mother 


Dear Mother, 

I’m writing to let you know that ‘‘As the World Turns,’’ I just sit 
home and ‘‘Search for Tomorrow.’’ While ‘‘All My Children’’ are in 
““General Hospital,’’ they are all ‘‘Young and Restless.’’ ‘‘The Doctors’’ 
say that they only have three months to live which is just like ‘‘One Life to 
Live.’’ ‘‘Ryan’s Hope’’ is that he gets the job in ‘‘Texas,’’ then maybe 
we can continue with the ‘‘Love of Life’’ without our children. In three 
months, my children will be in ‘‘Another World.’’ And I’ll be depending 
on the ‘‘Guiding Light’’ to help me and Ryan over the children’s death the 
remaining ‘‘Days of Our Lives.’’ The time will come and soon ‘‘The Edge 


of Night’’ will be upon us. 


Love, 


Judy 
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I Strive 
Vivan M. Taylor 


Working in the fields at the age of nine 
Trying desperately to reach the front of the line. 
lsttivem: onc. 


Working at Hardees at the age of fifteen 
Now I have a job with high esteem. 
Istrive... 


Working at BEST at the age of twenty-one 
By now I have enough experience to really have some fun. 
But yet, I strive. . . 


Sometimes I wonder if I‘ll ever reach the top 
It seems to be such a long, long hop. 
But still, I strive... 


I‘m determined, I‘ll make it, I‘ll reach the top someday 
With the help of God, I‘ll make it some way. 


I strive. 
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My Mother 
Jacquie Reid 


You are beautiful, radiant, love is 
you 
Without you, I| could not have 
existed 
God blessed me with you; I am 
forever grateful 
A friend through times of grief, 
accomplishments, and misfortunes 
A foreseer that molded and guided 
me through life 
Always a listener, never too tired to 
love and care 
I love you, I love you, I love you 
my mother 


I thank God for your presence 
in my life. 
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lovee 


I’m such a lucky person 
I have a worsome and sometimes aggravating 
brother. But guess what? He could 
never be replaced by any young man. 
I love you. 


I’m such a lucky person 
I have a mother and father who are 
always right and seem to know everything 
But guess what? I couldn’t live my 
life without either of them. 

I love you both. 


I’m such a lucky person 
I] have a young man who is very 
loving and isn’t even a part of my 
family. But, you know what? We 
love each other, and just for now that’s 
enough. 
I love you. 
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Veronica M. Cogdell 


“... here to stay”’ 


Pain 


Penniless 
Alone 
In Search of Self 


Needing You! 
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Rhonda M. McLaurin 
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Last Waltz 


I hear your music, 

but can’t dance 

to the tune. 
I hear your drums, 
but the beat doesn’t 
move me. 

I see your eyes, 

but the look only 

scares me. 
I look into your heart, 
and the size only 
fools me. 

I hear your music 

I hear your drums 

I see your eyes 

I look into your heart 


But the last waltz was the last, 


Because your melody is such a sad one! 
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Rhonda McLaurin 
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Please Accept Me. . . 
I Only Want To Be Loved 


I don’t have a lot of money 
and I don’t wear designer clothes 
but I’m neat and always clean. 


I’m not apart of any social group, 
nor am I pretty, 
but I smile all the time. 


I’ve never been anywhere far from home, 
nor have | ever seen the inside of a zoo or a museum, 


but I’ve read a few books and I’ve seen some pictures. 


I’ve never tasted chinese food, 
or any other foreign dish, 
but I’m willing to try. 


I’ve never, ever recieved presents for my birthday, 
or Christmas or any other special holidy, 
but I love gifts. 


I’ve never been to college, 
and I’ve never had any real friends, 
but I’m very friendly and oh so polite. 


Please accept me, 
I only want to be loved. 


| want friends, smiles, and happiness. 
I want to be accepted. 


Please accept me someone! 


Please, 
I only want to be loved. 
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Michele Cox 
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Therapy Poem 
Stephen D. Glaspie 


What I’ve cornered inside myself 

Helps me effortlessly say no to Euripedes 
Awaits dismissal 

as if guilt will explode 

Revelations, Detailed Confusion of an Over- 
burdened, sad, amd self-indulged mind 

Being and Longing for Compatibility 

Afraid of falling from a high blue Love Cloud 
on an undetermined, heartbroken moon 

I sit contradicting all confessions of the 
weakness in me. It’s all meaningless reactionary 
thoughts— 

numbered and the secret of my corners self—explanatory — 


by death 
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The Raven 2 
Ernest Walker, III 


Nevermore quoted the insistant raven to my friend, Poe. 

For the splendid kiss of youth, 

lingers but a moment on our lips, 

In comparison with the age of this world 

and of those before it. 

And is but a mere grain of sand on some invisible shore, nevermore. 


Now surely, Poe, poor fellow, would be 

a more jollier soul if he thought 

of what is rather than what will be nevermore. 

For Dawn always rides her chariot to bring another day. 
But still he stays by his 

window to listen to a raven, 

of all creatures. 

Never more. 
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Dreamer 
Janice R. McKoy 


The real world is not a dream 
And a dream is not for real 
Reality is what you say and do 
A dream is what you feel 


The real world may suffer 
but my dreams will never die 
As long as I keep reaching 
For my dream in the sky 


Whenever | have a problem 
I sit and dream a bit 

And picture my dream world 
Without problems in it 


I] may never reach my goal 

But I still have my dreams 

And maybe this world is not as bad 
As everything always seems 


And sometimes I stop and wonder 
The real world is not that bad 
But the real world can never be 


As good as all the dreams I’ve had. 
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A Tribute to a Friend 
Brenda D. Fredlaw 


You watched me grow and become mature, 
hoping that !’ll succeed in life. 
Not thinking of your trials and tribulations 
that you dealt with strife. 
Hoping that they would all disappear, (they never did) 
only caused you to tear. 
So I’m glad that you are happy now, that you are 
content and at peace. 
Because throughout your life you stood by your 
beliefs. 
So my friend sleep well and rest. 
Though your life you lived hard and not perfect, 
I believe you past God’s test. 

Sleep Well! 
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Success 
James H. Bond, III 


Success is having a goal and striving to reach that goal, 
Success is believing in oneself, 
Success is not always triumphing but learning a lesson 
that benefits the character, 
Success can seem long in coming, 
or appear overnight, 
Success is not worth having; 
if unjustly earned, 
Success builds confidence, motivation, and inspiration, 
Success is, as the sun, rising over a bright clear horizon, 
It can not be described in words, 
but it can be captured by an image of the mind, 
and made to last forever. 
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Pals 
Chris McKinstry 


Two close friends of nearly ten years. 

Football fellowers both, and school peers. 

Now they have reunited in a flash see they both have won big cash. 
Now they go out to party, tracing the same streets again hoping that 
everything will be the same, yet they do not realize that everything is accep- 
table to change. 

Now they have brought everything to an end, because they must part once 


again. 


96 


. . . That Dusty Road 
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Pamela Parker 


I received a letter which stated: 


‘You are invited to North Carolina Central’s Homecoming . . . 


That one line said so much. 


Remember, 

the old buildings, 
Remember, 

the old and new faces, 
Laugh, about 

the good times and the bad. 
Remember, 

the Pep Rally, Mock Funeral, and Greek Shows, 
Be proud of 

the togetherness and the bond of botherhood. 
Remember, 

‘‘the sweet taste of victory’ 


and the after-game JAMS! 


? 


Remember 
and be proud of that dusty road you travelled— 
YOUR COLLEGE DAYS 
Cause— 
there’s nothing like 
COMING 
HOME!! 


”” 
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I Wonder 


Do you ever wonder why you are here living 
this life that you live? 

Do you ever wonder if people smile because 
they’re your friend? 

Do you ever wonder if people stare at you 
because they’re your enemy? 

Do you ever wonder what the worid will be 
like thirty years from now? 

Do you ever wonder why people act the way 
they do? 

Do you ever wonder why people hate and love? 
Do you ever wonder what life really means? 
Do you ever wonder? 

I wonder . . 
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Kim D. Ellis 
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Black Man I need You 
Derrick Graham 


Black Man share what you know with your brother. 

Black Man learn to help one another. 

Black Man don’t you know we need one another. 

Black Man become involved with Black youth they are your future. 
Black Man please hear my plea. 

Because if we are to be, it is up to thee. 

Black man stop murdering me, 


I’m black too. 
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You 
Unknown Author 


I know a smile I love to see, 
a voice I love to hear. 
I know a hand I love to hold, 
a person I love near. 
I know a heart . . . a loving heart 
that’s thoughtful, fine and true. 
I know them all, 
I love them all, 
For they all belong to you! 
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A girl I once loved. . . 
Guy ‘‘Rufus’’ Watkins 


As I see you come and go 
I always want to say, 
I love ya! 
(but I’m shy) 
So for three weeks 
it’s been the same 
I walk along the halls 
wondering if I should call 
your name 
And rap a little, 


and maybe become good friends! ! 
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It Just Couldn’t Be 


Thou I think of things that 
just couldn’t be, 

when I trust the things that 
just aren’t real 

when I reach out and find 
thin air, 

And whenever | start to think 
it just couldn’t be; trust the 
things that just weren’t real; 
reach out to find thin air . 


then I know 
this just couldn’t be! 
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Stephanie A. Davis 
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Time 


Time is the adjustment of 
finding oneself; 

Knowing when to take the time 
to visit the surface. 


Just pretending to 
be on the surface. 


Time is the judge of all 


circumstances. 


It matters not how long, or 
how short, 
Only if there is time 
enough! 
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Stephanie A. Davis 
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Thinking of You 


As I lay here, wondering somewhat, a thought 
of you crossed my mind. 

Of how whenever we are togther a problem 
come up of some kind. 

It’s not the fact, that I get the feeling, we are 
holding a lot back from each other. 

It’s that while waiting and watching the time 
goes on, that we could be loving one another. 
You see what I mean, or is it not clear, I 
think of you every day. 

Of the things we could do and the things we 
could share in a very, very unique way. 

Or maybe my mind is just playing me by bringing 
your name into focus. 

It could possibly be, that these thoughts are 
just dreams, and there is nothing going for us. 
But, if by chance these thoughts are true 

and my mind is not trying to fool me. 

Then the visions of us that I have every 

day could turn into reality. 
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Odell Williamson, Jr. 
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Approaching The Play-Offs 
Bonita A. McZorn 


Are you watching the game? 

I certainly am. Lying here trying to figure if I’m playing defense or offense. 
It’s been a long time that I’ve held the wildcard and the first round of the 
playoffs approach fast. To modern eyes, playing the game is simply a 
prelude to a season of anxiety. Be careful of the injuries you may substain 
because the game gets very physical. The last down is a love affair that 
becomes an escalating series of tests. Will I build a lead to that final 
touchdown or hesitate a moment before moving, fearful of responding to its 
challenge? 

I have a favorite player now, 6’1, 170 pounds whose team has a strong ad- 
vantage now providing there are no interceptions. The scoreboard now says 
home-six, visitor-six. Popular images of love are easily dismissed. What 
makes you feel like doing stuff like that? Strategy. It’s more a matter of 
who you _—iopilay the game with ‘rather: than 
how. Gets scary when you’re covered man—to—man with no time outs 
left. A slot to the right leads to many diverse love stories. The lure, the 
reality, and the threat of sex can only further complicate the equation. 
Let’s stick by the original rules of the game, allowing a few radical changes. 
I'll tell you mine, if you'll tell me yours .Throw the bomb! I’m ready to 
play the game called ‘‘love’’. For love like gold is a volatile commodity. 
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Never Give In 


Never give in when things seem down 


Just turn your cheek and get rid of the frown. 


Never give in when you don’t get your way. 
Just look ahead to the next day. 

Never give in when you lose a race 

Just look at things face to face. 

Never give in to anything less 

Always strive to do your best. 
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Cynthia D. Reeves 
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On The Block 
(Dedicated to N.Y. Plus) 
A Homeboy 


Ring—a—coacoe . . 
Hot peas and butter. . . 
Catch one, catch all 

on the block 


JES) 

cutting class 
playing ‘‘midgets’ 
on the block 


’ 


Teenager? 

You re nojreals silyaearge 
Taking a ‘‘toke’’ 

on the block 


Tests and dorms 
Caps and gowns 
diploma in hand while visiting 


on the block. 
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Separation 


George B. Jackson 


Cold winds blow gentle as a lamb with the voice of a lion. Birds chip no 
more, south are they bound, no time for foolish song, the night chases away 
the light like a scared cat, and even leaves crumble under foot with audio 
hostility. Belong in a crowd and yet so alone, go alone till one can hear 
one’s heartbeat . 

Seperation is liken unto a candle and flame, one’s existence is futile without 
the other . 

Trees sway in endless motion for the winds they must obey. A cool breeze 
blows there, an angel calls my name. I stretch my imagination to hear, but 
in my desperation I strangle the sound left only to search through my mind 
for a lead, a clue, a sign, or the answer to the long asked question . . 


Pwnoe... 


Separation is liken unto a candle and flame, one’s existense is futile without 
the other. 
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The Prince 


He stands six feet or more 

To greater heights he may soar 

Dark dreamy eyes and curly black hair 

To cast a spell on those who may stare 

A beautiful wide smile 

That’s truly gentle and totally unique in style 
A heavy, slow, quiet, deep voice 

That speaks with a great deal of confidence and 
force 

When he holds me there’s no doubt I belong 
Right here in his strong and gentle arms 

He tells me what I need to hear 

That our love is real and this I need not fear 
The power of his warm body next to mine 
Revolves me into a world beyond time 

My man is truly a prince to me, and when he says 
I love you 

I know within my heart it’s true 

And there’s no place I’d rather be 

Than with Timothy G., THE PRINCE 
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Eva D. Phillips 
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Love For Today 


Yesterday we laughed and played 

The sun was shining bright, 

I wish that day would have stayed 

The melancholy has come with the night, 


The broken twigs like my broken heart 
crunched as you walked away, 

Now I know my life is going to be dark 
Because you’re gone and it was so much 
I wanted to say, 


I wish the faded past could return 

and our lives were new, 

To cherish what you have is something to learn 
Then you would know I loved you, 


Better to love the one’s near today 
For tomorrow you may see 

The love that you took away 

may make your life so empty . . . 
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Keith L. Ellis 
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Dedication To My Family 


Dear Mom. . 

I realize that I have sometimes neglected to 
show my appreciation to you, but 
it has always been in my heart. 

I am the first of your generation to attend 
college, pledge a sorority (AKA), and remain 
away from home so long. 

I am the only one that you would buy for, 
bless, and love when you were neglected of 
these things. 

I am the one that you encouraged to strive, 
achieve, and cease to surrender 
when you had no ambitions or motivations. 


Mom .. . please forgive my stupidity of not 


saying thanks and I love you 
when it has always been in my heart. 


My crown shall be proudly placed upon head. 


Your Loving Daughter, 
Lori A. Grier 
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Lori A. Grier 
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What Am I? 
Frank Cleaveland 


I have no manhood—What am I? 
You have made my woman head of the house— 
What am I? 
You have oriented me so that I hate and distrust my brothers and 
sisters—What am I? 
You mispronounce my name and say that | have no self-respect— What am 
1? 
You give me a dilapidated education system and expect me to com- 
pete— What am I? 
You say I have no dignity and then deprive me of my culture—What am I? 
You call me boy, a dirty lowdown slut— What am I? 
Now I am a victim of the welfare system—What am I? 
You tell me to wait for a chance to come but 400 years have passed and 
chance ain’t come—What am I? 

I am all your sins 

I am the skeleton in your closets 

I am the un-wanted sons and daughters-in-laws, 

and the rejected babies 


I may be your destruction, but above all 
I am, as you so crudely put it, your nigger. 
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My Pairs For Life 
Kim D. Ellis 


My Mother and Father 

My Sister and Brother 

My Hopes and Dreams 

My Trials and Tribulations 

My Thoughts and Wishes 

My Failures and Success 

My Sadness and Happiness 

My Wants and Needs 

My Problems and Solutions 

Questions and Answers 

My Fears and Doubts 

My Pain and Pleasures 

My Friends and Enemies 

"My Cries and Laughter 

My Smiles and Frowns 
There will be no set bail for these pairs my friend. The pairs of life shall 
follow me ’til the end. No matter what struggles I go through 
in my strife, these will always be my pairs for life. 
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Life Without 
Beverly L. Watts 


Without violence 

We would have no wars, 

Without prostitution 

We would have no whores. 

Without investigation, 

We would have no fights. 

Without prejudice and injustice 

We could all have our rights. 

Without wars and battles 

We would have peace of mind 

Being that everything progresses with time. 

Without simplification 

There would be no math. 

Without wind 

There would be no draft. 

Without God 

There would be no life, 

And the world would not be filled 
with strain and strife. 

Without aliens 

We would have no immigration, 

People burdened with alot of vexation. 

Time seems to move on 

No matter what people say, 

Trying to live on day by day. 

Planning and provoking what a day may bring 

Going to church on Sunday 

So we can all sing. 

Without wealth and gain 

There would be no success 

And 

Without a struggle; 

There will be no progress. 
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Shadows 
Ernest Walker, III 


Shadows calling, its appalling—such a lowly place. 
Strangers staring, yet not daring—apathetic face. 


She can see right through you, 
And your feeling suddenly numbs. 
Will she still be there 


When the morning comes? 


Shadows tarry ’til dawn, 
Then they slowly drift away. 
Where she goes, no one knows 


In the light of day. 


Strangers being ,yet not seeing in the dark of night 
Stalking their lustful prey until the morning light. 


She can see right through you, 
And your feeling suddenly numbs. 
Will the scars still linger 

When the morning comes. 


With your pockets empty 

Your mind drowns in resolution. 
Such a shameful, wanton toy, 
This closet of prostitution. 


Shadows calling, its appalling—such a lowly place. 
Strangers staring, yet not daring—apathetic face. 
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We Loved Each Other Too Much 
Janice R. McKoy 


There’s a clock on the table 

It tells the hours and the minutes too 
And everytime the hand goes around 
My mind goes back on you. . . 


It wasn’t very long ago 

when | last saw your face 

and no matter how hard I try 

I never can erase 

the memories of what we had together 

it seems like yesterday 

I remember the places we went 

and the thing you used to say 

I remember how I felt in your arms 

with you holding me tight 

The world could have blown up around me 
but I would have been alright. 

Now it’s all over 

it never had a chance 

But everytime I think of you 

I remember how we use to dance 

I remember how I trembled 

at the very slightest touch 

And | think maybe, just maybe 

WE LOVED EACH OTHER TOO MUCH. 
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Yes, You Sister 


I’m so proud of you sister 
It’s you that I'll always remember 
Yes, You Sister. 
You inspire me 
You show me that I have desire, 
Yes, you're nice 
You’ve given me good advice 
Yes, You Sister. 
You're pretty 
You’re bright 
Just filled with delight 
Yes, You Sister. 
I may not be able to follow your footsteps 
I may not even want to 
I’m just glad that I have you 
You, just to look up too 
Yes, You Sister. 
You will always be 
a good example for me 
You are a lovely sister 
And I’ll love you until the very end. 
Yes You Sister. 


Ex Umbra 


Alicia Ellis 
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| Still 


Even though 
the sun is shining 
darkness still fills the skies 


Even though 
my face is laughing 
Inside my heart still cries 


Even though 
the room is crowded 
I still feel all alone 


leven though 
I cry for him 
He will still be gone 


Even though 
we can’t be together 
I still have the memory 


Even though 
he’s gone forever 
he’s still a part of me 


Janice R. McKoy 


tT? 
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The Play of The Player 


My lover is an actor, playing a role 

Which seems to be totally heart and soul. 
He’s perfected his lines, knows them by heart, 
His amorous feelings he’ll eloquently impart. 
Touches and kisses like fire multiplied, 

All of these things he does in stride. 

Then says the same things to another dear one 
Before we’ve completed Act One, Scence One. 
He hastens to love her in subsequent trips 


With the dew from my kiss still wet on my lips. 


After he’s finished that passionate rage, 
Another one’s waiting to be loved backstage. 
He returns to me at the end of the ‘‘play’’ 
Knowing exactly what’s best to say. 

Makes foolproof excuses with alibis, 

Sweet, sticky promises—coated with lies. 


He wants me to love him with a love that won’t die, 


But it’s against the rules for him to love, he 
will not comply. 

He expects me to wait until the ‘‘playing’ 
Puts me on hold, while others he’ll woo. 


‘é bd 


Go on, take me for granted, leave me unaware, 
Disregard my feelings, don’t take time to care. 


Go on thinking I’m content being one of the few, 
Because Act Two, Scence Two has begun. . .without you! 


is through, 
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Lynn Hancock 
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Grant Me 
Sandra Staton 


Grant me time 
Time to do the things that some philanthropist 
told my ancient Black Brothers and Sisters 
could not be done. 


| Grant me need 
A need to fulfill all of the desires, goals and aspirations 
| that so man of my Black Ancestors have tried to accomplish 


but have failed. 


Grant me patience 
| Patience to satisfy the dreams of Dr. Martin Luther King 
that ‘‘One day this nation will rise up and live out the 
true meaning of it’s creed.’’ 


| Grant me trust 
The trust that I can derive from my people that I can 
accomplish these things and more with their help. 


Grant me understanding 
Understanding that can be achieved through 
| educational success and real life experiences. 


Lord Grant me life 
Life that I can breath into my fellow man that 
| when I leave no one will say I can’t they will 


insist upon saying, ‘‘] CAN.”’ 
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When I Weep 
Charles Douglas Henderson II 


When I weep, 

I weep for the world, 
For all the suffering 

Of God’s boys and girls 


When will we learn, 
That we can be free 
If we rid our hatred, 
And embrace unity. 


I weep as I watch, 

All the children’s tears. 
And the pain they’ll bear; 
Down through the years. 


Let’s open our eyes; 
And banish this strife. 
So we won’t be blind 
For all of our life. 


We must change the world, 
As the children sleep. 

For I’m doing it for them. 
When I weep. 


Credits 


I would like to dedicate this issue to my family and all the families of the Ex 
Umbra staff. 


To a beautiful staff. Thank you for a marvelous year. Good luck in your 
future endeavors. 
Special thanks to Mr. Thomas Evans. 


Thanks to Lucky and crew for a great year. 


Thanks to Karen M. Wright for being there when I needed her. 
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